Wisdom and Destiny

flame of her lamp; needs must it
burn brightly, and remain at its post,
and be seen from afar. She listens,
untroubled, to the murmur of inferior
instincts out there in the darkness. But
the prisoners slowly awake; there are
some who draw nigh to the threshold,
and their radiance is greater than hers.
There flows from them a light less
material, softer and purer than- that of
the bold, hard flame which her hand pro-
tects. They are the inscrutable powers
of goodness and love; and others follow
behind, more mysterious still, and more
infinite, seeking admission. What shall
she do ? If, at the time that she took her
stand there on the threshold, she had
still lacked the courage to learn that she
could not exist alone, then will she be
troubled, afraid; she will make fast the
gates; and should these be ever re-
opened, she would find only quivering
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